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Summary: Rumors inevitably swirl, amongst civilians and shinobi 
alike. The talk of a hope that shone like a beacon... the one person 
they still needed to prove that not all was lost, even without the 
child of prophecy. But people talk and that's really all it was... or 
was it not? SakuMada (Tbh this is the first story of the pairing I've 
done in a really long time . . ) 


To Whom I Serve 
A/N: OKAY! 

••• SO... 

hehe hello 

WAIT! Before you throw shit at me 1 just want to say that 1 have been 
stuck in a depressing state of mind and just had absolutely no 
motivation for fanf lotion or writing in general, but 1 really love to 
hear what people say about my work even if it's criticism so seeing 
as 1 am stuck in a bit of a slump right now, i'll grant you a little 
story I've been working on wattpad. . . lol 1 hadn't updated this story 
in a really long time either but this fanfic version will be new and 
improved ! 

HOORAYYYYYY :D 

forgive me? ,_, 

lol enjoy :) oh and before i forget... i watch naruto like 10 
episodes every few months so i may have forgotten things in canon 
verse that you guys might strangle me for but i promise if you point 
it out i will correct it as soon as possible ,_, even though... well 
technically this is gonna be like a completely different story... 
like i think i'll purposefully be changing things for the purpose of 



this story so... just bear with me please! 


* * 


* 


><p>Chapter Kp> 

The water drips endlessly. 

So eternal it is in its dripping that I'd made it into a game of 
sorts to pass the time, counting the droplets one by one as it fell 
with a profound _drip_ until I became unsure of the correct number. 
Then it'd be game over for me and I would just start all over from 
one . 

I'm up to 507,384 when the lock on the door ceremoniously unlatches 
and a moment later, the door creaks open. 

"Pledge your loyalty and you'll be free." 

Yes, it's him. But I don't answer. It's the same, futile routine each 
week and with each visit, he offers me such an easy way out... only 
at the cost of my pride, my freedom, my _will_. I inwardly cringe. 

I would die before I gave him that satisfaction. 

He waits for just a moment - he never stayed long - before leaving 
the same way he came. The door shuts as it always does and the bolt 
clicks into place. 

_Drip ._ 

_Drip ._ 

_Drip ._ 

The dripping is loud in the silence that's restored and I feel 
vaguely sad. I had almost beaten my high score. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I poke at the meager food on my plate - a simple loaf of bread 
with a small cup of water on the side. I entertain the very tempting 
thought of throwing it all out the tiny window that I'm allowed but 
ultimately decide against it. I'd tried starving myself before. Not 
even a moment passed before bastard Kage himself appeared in the 
prison room just to shove that very same bread down my throat. <p> 

It hadn't been very pleasant. 

I sigh softly in defeat and pick it up, nibbling it piece by minute 
piece. I down the water shortly afterward. I crawl back to my corner 
and curl up again, tracing the cracks in the stone wall with my 
eyes . 

If I'm accurate, today marks the third year of my captivity in the 
tower . 

"Happy anniversary, " I chuckle gleefully and somewhere in the darkest 
pits of my mind, I realize I sound absolutely insane. 



But maybe that's a good thing. They say insanity's much more pleasant 
than reality and I'm starting to think that it's true. 


* * 


* 


><p>The ever <em>benevolent<em> Kage had gifted me - as he put it - 
three things: a scratchy, old blanket that barely covered the length 
of me, a tiny window that could fit my arm and perhaps three fingers, 
and a big bucket of water sent up every night and day so as to 'clean 
myself up ' . 

He didn't want me dying of disease he'd told me. 

Or the cold. 

Or claustrophobia. 

And apparently starvation was completely out of the picture. 

I don't know how my life benefits him though. It's one more person to 
take care of, one more person to feed, one more... rebel to 
watch . 

_But that's why he put me here._ I think to myself. _So that he can 
prove to himself that his victory is whole and complete. _ 

I hug myself tighter as I think about past memories, some so distant 
that it's virtually nonexistent. 

The thing that stays with me though is a bobbing blond ray of 
sunshine. Always. Constantly. Naruto's idiotic laugh and obnoxiously 
cheery disposition just rang in my ears, reverberating in my head. 

His blue eyes, his determined expression, his whisker marked face. 
Ever the optimist... Always the encouragement... 

He was always encouraging me... He would've done anything for me. 

He loved me . . . 

And how I repaid him? By being incompetent. And that incompetence is 
what spelled his death and put the final nail in the coffin for the 
only hope that Konoha - the _world, _really - ever had of defeating 
_him_. 

Madara . . . 

I close my eyes and think, not for the first time, that maybe this is 
a dream. This is all just a very detailed dream that my vivid 
imagination had conjured. The war, the resurrection of one of the 
most dangerous shinobis in history, my imprisonment. I nod softly. 
Everything is all because of my overactive mind. 

. . . So why wasn't I waking up? 

I'm brought out of my thoughts at a familiar sound. I look towards 
the window and frown in confusion. It's barely dawn and someone's 
coming? It couldn't be time for breakfast and the water bucket only 
comes up after I've eaten. The Kage wouldn't be coming up at this 
hour to command my loyalty because he'd already reached his quota to 
do so for the week. 



The door creaks open but I don't move, deciding that it must be 
unimportant. Maybe a guard. Or someone who lost a bet, as highly 
unlikely as that is. 

Heavy footsteps come at a leisurely pace and I immediately place them 
as the Rage's. I'm feeling confused and slightly startled by his 
presence but my curiosity isn't enough for me to acknowledge him. 

He stops a few feet behind me but it's closer than he usually stops. 
There's a few beats of silence before he speaks. 

"Sakura . " 

I tense at the way he drawls my name out, obviously testing the name 
as it rolled off his tongue. My heart beats faster than it had in 
awhile and it makes me slightly dizzy, even though I'm laying 
down . 

"Won't you stop your useless acts of nobility? It's already been over 
three years since I've crushed the Alliance's futile attempts at 
resistance . " 

I stay silent, mentally responding my scathing remarks. 

"I grow impatient." 

_Why should that matter to me?_ 

"I've killed Naruto." 

I shoot up, glaring at him with abhorrent hatred. "Don't you _dare_ 
speak his name. He was everything you are _not_. " 

He just stares, face unreadable and... unnatural. "I've killed Sasuke 
too. Unfortunate really, however, I'm not above killing my family 
members if they oppose me. You're just about the only thing that 
remains of, " he cocks his head. "Well, any real talent that the 
Alliance managed to scrounge up." 

"You're awfully chatty," I grit out with a smile. "Go be a bother to 
someone who cares." 

"You should care." He crouches down so that he's eye level with my 
sitting form. "I usually maim first, ask questions later." 

"Then why didn't you just send me to hell with the rest of my 
friends?" I bite out. 

"You should feel special," he said with a slight quirk to his lips. 

"I have an eye for talent." 

"Kill me first. Maybe we'll see." 

He let out an uncharacterist ic laugh. "I've given you many 
opportunities to do it yourself but I know your type. You're too 
scared to do it so you need someone to do it for you and you should 
know, " he stood up, staring down at her with the unnerving mixture of 
a Sharingan and a Rinnegan. "I have no intention of doing that." 



I ball my hands into fists but I know it'd be pointless to throw the 
punch I've desperately been craving to land. Even when I was at full 
strength, the difference in power was too big of a chasm to consider 
in the first place. 

"You'll cave to subservience eventually," he predicted. 

"Wanna bet on it?" I mutter sarcast ically . 

"No," he stated. "Because I'll win anyways." 

Before I could respond, he vanished and I huffed angrily. I turn my 
eyes towards the little gleaming window, taking in the first rays of 
sunlight with something akin to frustration. 

Not for the first time... I feel an utterly disappointing pit in my 
stomach and it takes me a long moment to recognize it for what it 
was . 

Despair . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>AN : I really wanted to make this 
short on time so I'll just post this 


longer but I was running really 
really shorter version. 


Like it? Hate it? Let me know! 


Until next time : ) 


End 
f ile . 



